FIFTH DAT

"TT SAY/5 said the major, as I ordered a raw egg and

I milk, ccis that all you ever have for breakfast?"
JL    "As a rule/5 I assured him.   "Tea and coffee are
racial poisons."  I had had my tea in bed.

The two Scotchmen, who had breakfasted early,
walked out of the coffee-room with a reserved nod to
their casual, though temporarily cordial, companion of
the night before, and the door closed behind them for
ever. They knew neither of our names, nor we each other's,
nor ever would. Ships pass each other, with a hail, every
night in country hotels, giving neither name nor port of
destination. In two days the major and I would have
discovered that we knew each other's cousins at school;
but there were not two days, so it wasn't necessary.

We looked at the newspapers. The major finished his
fish, his kidneys and bacon, his toast and marmalade,
and his three cups of coffee. Looking at his watch and
carefully foldingjtiis napkin: "Do you feel like a cigarette
in the lounge?" he asked.

"Rather; my time's my own." Outside the window
the sky looked none too promising. It was, in fact, a
depressing mixture of yellow and indigo; a sky low and
windless. We drew two chairs together in the fireless
place, and lit cigarettes. "You said," remarked the
major, "that you once talked to Mussolini. What's he
like? Is he as grim as he looks?" "Not in the least," I
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